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Hampton me taught to wish her first for mine;
And Windsor, alas, doth chase me from her sight,
Beauty of kind her virtues from above,
Happy is he that may obtain her love.

IX

BUITTLE beauty, that Nature made so frail,
Whereof the gift is small, and short the season,
Flowering today, tomorrow apt to fail,
Tickle treasure, abhorred of reason,
Dangerous to deal with, vain, of none avail,
Costly in keeping, past not worth two peason.
Slipper in sliding as is an eel's tail,
Hard to obtain, once gotten not geason,
Jewel of jeopardy that peril doth assail,
False and untrue, enticed oft to treason,
Enemy to youth: that most may I bewail.
Ah, bitter sweet, infecting as the poison!
Thou farest as fruit that with the frost is taken:
Today ready ripe, tomorrow all to shaken.

ALAS, so all tilings now do liold their peace:

Heaven and earth disturbed in no thing:

The beasts, the air, the birds their song do cease j

The nightes car the stars about doth bring.

Calm is the sea, the waves work less and less:

So am not I, whom love, alas, doth wring,

Bringing before my face the great increase

Of my desires, whereat I weep and sing

In joy and woe, as in a doubtful ease.

For my sweet thoughts sometime do pleasure bring,

But, by and by, the cause of my disease

Gives me a pang that inwardly doth sting,

When that I think what grief it is again

To live and lack the thing should rid my paia.

XI

WHEN Windsof walls sustain'd my -wearied atna,
My hand my chin, to ease my restless head,
The pleasant plot revested green with warm,
The biossomM boughs -with lusty Vet yspread,